IX
THE CYCLOPS

IN answer to the King, this is how Odysseus, the man of many
resources, began his tale:

'Lord Alcinous, my most worshipful prince, it is indeed a
lovely thing to hear a bard such as yours, with a voice like the
gods'. I myself feel that there is nothing more delightful than
when the festive mood reigns in a whole people's hearts and
the banqueters listen to a minstrel from their seats in the hall,
while the tables before them are laden with bread and meat,
and a steward carries round the wine he has drawn from the
bowl and fills their cups. This, to my way of thinking, is some-
thing very like perfection.

^You, however, have made up your mind to probe into my
troubles and so to intensify my grief. Well, where shall I begin,
where end, my tale? For the list of woes which the gods in
heaven have sent me is a long one. I had better start by giving
you my name: I wish you all to know it so that in the days to
come, if I escape the cruel hand of fate, I may be counted as a
friend of yours, however far away I live.

*I am Odysseus, Laertes' son. The whole world talks of my
stratagems, and my fame has reached the heavens. My home is
under the clear skies of Ithaca. Our landmark is the wooded
peak of windswept Neriton. For neighbours we have many
peopled isles with no great space between them, Dulichium
and Same and wooded Zacynthus. But Ithaca, the farthest out
to sea, lies slanting to the west, whereas the others face the
dawn and rising sun. It is a rough land, but a fit nurse of men.
And I, for one, know of no sweeter sight for man*s eyes than
his own country. The divine Calypso certainly did her best to
keep me yonder in her cavern home because she wished to be